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The Scot took his ſnuff, and his broad- ſword did. 
draw, \ g 5 | 
The Tar brandiſh'd his oak ſtick, but firſt took a 
chaw. 1 5 8 
|  Tarry SPEAKING: = 
Odſplutter her nails] if they cone to hur Wales, 
Hut goats and hur goods for to ſeek, 1 
Hur the French degs will ſeicę, and lice them Ake 
; __ cheele,. | ; 
And cut them as ſmall as a Jeek, : 
Next Paddy he ſpoke in his country's defence, 
Hibernia, he ſaid, ne'er would join with the French, 
They are loyai and hearty, no one a-gretender, 
Drank a health to King. George, and down wiliz- 
each Defender. | h 
8 „ Papp SPEAKING, . 

O by Jaſus I honey, this isa pretty botheration 
0 you think us Iriſh boys are frighten'd at an 
invaſion? | . | 

- By the lakes of Kilarney! but we'll give them a warm 
reception, 5 . 
And convince Old England that an Iriſhman ſcorns 
| deception. 
The Scot-nodded applauſe, ſaid that Paddy was right, 
In defence of his King, and his country to ficht, 
Ik in Scotland they landed, the brave Highland clan, 
With their broad-ſwords would quickly deſtroy 
every man. | 
„ SAWNEY SPEAKING. 
There's not a Stot, throughout the land. 
To Berwick upon Fweed, 
a But what will take his ſword in hany,, 
| And fight in caſe of heed. : 
Tom Block heard the Scotchman, chen drank to 
| the King, 
And with three hearty cheers made the publick 
'- +  -houſe ring, 
| Then GE his fraff, which was good Engliſh 
oak, | | 
Turr'd his quid, took a ehaw,. and thus Tom 
Block he ſpoke, Ks 
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Derry down, &c. 3 
Tot Brock SA KING. 9 
Invade us, boys ! why ſluicè my Engliſh blood. 
And ſend me home with all my timbers wood, 1 
1f I, Tom Block, with half the Britiſhſle ee. 
Would not thoſe boaſting ſcoundrets foundly beat; 
Aye, dme! would I, or I'd loſe my life, 5 

And then the King, God bleſs him keeps my wie. 
= Confuſior to parties of every kind, | EE 
One' party there ſhould be, and all of one mind, 
| To unite in defence ef their country and laws, 


And conquer, or die in fo glorious:a cauſe, 
„ | ES Derry down, &c. 
| Let all parties, however, this maxim purſue, | 
If they wrangle and jangle, to England keep true, 
A And humble the French till we force them to peace, 
| + hat teade it may flouriſh, and bloodſhed may ceaſe. 
þ | 4 La : 


FS Derry down, &c. 6 


